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} ELTON JOHN might be 
the world’s biggest selling 
Tock star at this point_in 
} time, but it was The 
Beach Boys who present- 
| ed the estimated audience 
} of 72,000 with a slice of 
rock history that stole the 
show at Wembley. 
_ The balding superstar played 
} it all wrong. Do all those people 
want to listen to over an hour’s 
i} worth of new material after al- 
| ready sitting through seven 
|. hours of music? For sure they 
| didn’t. and a lot of them said so 
with their feet. so that by halfway 
through Elton’s set there was a 
| constant stream of concert- 
| goers leaving the stadium with 
| the memory of those four guys 
| from Southern California ring- 
ing around in their heads. 
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But superstars aside (whether 
they come from the sixties or 
seventies), Stackridge, a quirky 
little English band if ever there 
was one, had the daunting task 
of opening the day’s events. 
Stackridge opened the gig half 
an hour early, which meant that 
our reporters -~unfortunately 
missed the act. We did catch 
most of second-on-the-bill Ru- 
fus, however. 


Because so much of Rufus’s 
set depends on the visual side of 
things (yes — I am talking ab- 
out Chaka Khan’s sexuality), 
their spot on the Wembley 
show was bound to be less im- 
pressive than when the band are 
viewed in a theatre situation. 
But Rufus also had to contend 
with an appalling sound mix. so 
that for a lot of the time their 
music came out of the speakers 
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as nothing more than a jumble 
of vaguely funky sound. 

Their set was just about iden- 
tical to the one they took ar 
ound the country earlier in the 
year, including “Tell Me Some- 
thing Good”, “Once You Get 
Started”, and their heavily over- 
done rendering of “We Can 
Work It Out”. Wembley did 
nothing to quell my opinion 
that Rufus are very much a se- 
cond division band, even if they 
can turn in an impressive de- 
monstration of highly marke- 
table quasi-soul given the right 
circumstances. 

For most of the Wembley au- 
dience it must have been the 
first time they’d got their eyes 
on Joe Walsh. now a major at- 
traction in America. Judging 
from the crowd reaction, Walsh 
could repeat his success over 
here. His music is highly sty- 
lised with familiar chord pro- 
gressionS cropping up every- 
where in is ae but 
-Walsh has created something 
uniquely his (and something 
good). even if the music wasn’t 
always as precise as it could 
have been. 

He has a sense of melody 
and when he has the mind can 
produce some great rock guitar 
playing. If I was left in doubt 
about Walsh’s guitar ability on 
“Turn To Stone” (a song that 
has appeared. in different. ver- 
sions. on two Walsh albums) 
where he played a long and 
rather dated solo, then I was 
convinced of his prowess on his 
encore of The Beatles’ low-key 
rocker “Get Back”. whct he 
and the band treated with mini- 
mum sublety. There his lines 
were beautifully fast and fluid. 
When Walsh left the stage to 
make way for his close friends 
The Eagles. the audience were 
still wanting more. 
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“HI WE’re the Eagles from Los 
Angeles,” Well that was a fact 
as predictable as the set those 
five gentleman dished up. a kind 
of drowsy, super-anaesthetic. 
Pleasant but not lethal enough. 

Despite having made three of 
the 70's better albums. The 
Eagles just don’t match their re- 
corded reputation live and nev- 
er will do at the rate they’re go 
ing. I've never seen a major 
band so afraid to go out and 
destroy. to really enjoy them- 
selves. It’s alright for the All- 
man Brothers to be laid back 
— they have hours and hours 
to fill in — but these boys are 
slick and punchy. at least: in 
theory. 

The dichotomy — between 
choice of material and actual 
presentation remains obvious. 
although the acquisition of Don 
Felder has given the group a 
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Beach Boys’ youth 
elixir runneth over: 
Elton collects empties. 


dimension missing when they 
last toured with Neil Young. 
They started with a harder. 
riffed up “Take It Easy”. mov- 
ing straight into “Outlaw Man” 
where Frey worked the piano 
and Felder took off on some 
tasteful, economic _ picking. 
Tasteful and economical? Hell 
those are about the two most 
suitable adjectives for describ- 
ing this performance. I know 
they do have it in them to rip 
the joint, and they should be 
cleaning up in the nicest way, 
but they seem content to coast 
when they ought to be rocking. 
Initial highpoint was” the 
combined “Doolin’ Dalton — 
Desperado” sequence. definitive 
West Coast soft-rock in a John 
Ford dominated badland. Elam 
and Widmark shooting it out 
yet again. “Train Leaves Here 
This Morning” cancelled that 
image abruptly. being practical- 
ly inaudible. I think they forgot 
to plug in. 
The established numbers. kept 
the attention best. all those bu- 
ckskinned reincarnations of 
railroads and deserts. The new- 
er songs didn’t quite fit the bill: 
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it don’t do for cowboys to start 
intellectualisin’. On the other 
hand “Midnight Flyer” and 
“Already Gone” were fine sce- 
narios with plenty of move- 
ment. 

Things improved more with 
the unexpected arrival of Jack- 
son Browne. introduced with 
such a lack of brou-ha-ha and 
back-patting hype that I doubt 
if most people knew he’d dug in 
behind the piano. They would 
have noticed that “James 
Dean” whipped up an electri- 
city missing before. 

During “Good Day In Hell” 
someone with a sense of occa- 
sion and faultless timing started 
a fire in one of the main stands 
but couldn’t fan it through “Oh 
Carol”. whereupon the au- 
dience returned its attention to 
the stage where Joe Walsh and 
Jackson helped to kick up some 
dust. 

“Best Of My Love” just ab- 
out tipped the scales because at 
least they took the risk of end- 
ing with an acoustic number. 
This time they went out on on 
six guns, but unless they deve- 
lop some charisma quick they 
won't last the course. I reckon 
they've grown old before their 
ume. 


NOT SO The Beach Boys. 


Their elixir for prolonging ad- 
olescence is still infallible. Who 
needs Sanatogen when you've 
got “Sloop John B”? Here’s a 
band who can rearrange count- 
less thousand minds at the drop 
of a surf board. They seemed to 
Sing for ever. which was alright 
with me though the idea that 
Elton John should top the bill 
over the world’s most consis- 
tently entertaining group 


prompted me to cash in my 
Liberty Bonds. 
Nevertheless their perfor- 


mance fell short of the totally 
elevating experience achieved at 
the Festival Hall gigs. It will 
never seem quite right without 
Brian there. and at the moment 
I sense a personality crisis wi- 
thin the band regarding future 
direction. Fun loyin’, life and 
soul of the party Mike Love 
continues to project the most 
aggressive cheer leader mug. 
Carl, evidently. would prefer a 
bit more solemnity. After all 
“Surfs Up”, “Trader”. “Sail 
On Sailor” and “California” are 
The Boys now. but they have to 
be shoved into the middle of the 
set because not enough people 
pay them attention. 

This prompted a colleague to 
remark that there was no ener- 
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Top: the American bridgehead 
rebuffs counter-attack from Elton. 
Left: General Mike Love urges his 
troops onward. Right: Sergeant Joe 
Walsh earns valour medal for being 
in two places atonce. __ 


Funeral 
for a- 


friend? 
(cont.) 


From previous page 
gy on stage. a comment which 
contained an element of truth. 
Yet the Beach Boys’ ecstatic 
reception was more than re- 
spect for an immaculate career: 
it emphasised the durability of a 
perfect listening experience. If 
The Beach Boys seem to be 
presenting a greatest hits rou- 
tine. that’s because they happen 
to have mare such numbers 
than anyone else. 

Numbers like “Wouldn’t It 
Be Nice” and “Do It Again” 


had the whole arena on its feet. . 


participating in the death throes 
of a specifically youth-orientat- 
ed culture that hasn't lost its in- 
nocence. 
Pity that Mike Love looked 
such a-burke in his bottle-top 
panoply and the pastrami 
swami loincloth wrapped round 
his head. but they don’t really 
change: Love gets sillier. Carl 
gets quieter. Dennis gets mood- 
ier and Al. . . well he’s just Al. 
The sound quality main- 
tained an incredible resem- 
blance to studio ambiance. To 
obtain that they’re augmented 


with four keyboards (Bill Hin- 
she, Carlos Munoz. Carl and 
maestro Ron Altback), Bob 
Figueroa’s extra __ percussion. 
and Jim Guercio on bass. Natu- 
tally the harmonies-were in a 
class all their own, but Carl’s 
voice exists in other realms. Us- 
ing it as a pure soaring instru- 
ment he took the lead on “I 
Can Hear Music”, “In My 
Room”, “Heroes And Villains” 
and so many others I lost 
count. = 

I was just thinking that Den- 
nis back on drums wasn’t such 
good news. because it lessened 
his singing contribution. when 


Whaddya think of it so far Elt? 


’ Vibrations”. and the eve 


he quit the kit and came down 
front for “Surfer Girl”. As usu- 
al he stood there nervously. 
fidgeting. from leg to leg. one 
hand on left ear, eyes screwed 
up-and head tilted, Still refusing 
to do his songs. preferring. an- 
onymity tostardom 
But Mike Love excepted. The 
Beach Boys must be the most 
reticent showmen extant: No 
new album_ since “Holland” 
(1972), and this theif first Eu- 
ropean date for over three 
years. All the time their work 
rate, slows up and Brain is al- 
ways promising to deliver the 
album to beat. allscompetiti 
Both he and the band have 
reached a mid-summer meno- 
pausal hiatus which has to be 
overcome.” “3 a 


ieee , . 
Sure it’s great to see and hear 
“Catch © Wave™.. “Little 
Deuce Coupe”. “Don't Worry 


Baby” etc.. but they haven't vet 
learnt from The Stones how to 
make an audience listen to new 
material. - 


Of course.they did “Good 


n better 
“California Girls” . . ."Well 
East Coast girls are hip, I real- 
lv dig thase styles they wear.” 
Unbelievable how their reper 
toire weathers the year . 


When they encored. Dennis 
sang “You Are So Beautiful” 
and dedicated it to Engiand. 
There was “Barbara Ann”, the 
inevitable “Fun, Fun, Fun”. 
and Love doing his Jagger bit. 

It’s apparent that only The 
Beach Boys can make you feel 


remaining an incredibly frus- 
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like laugting and crying while. 


trating band. They are, quite 
simply. the best, But they could 


be even better. 
M.B 


